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MASONIC DIRECTORY. |

(sraxp Posp Looix, No o, F. & A
Huated C mmuuicatious the socond M
day in vace month,

Rersroxk CBarrEn, No 4 R A M
+t el Uonvooatione the Qi Mond.y s
soch mvuih

tgnnoxt Coumoin, No 90, M
Btat d Assemlliss Gret
moith,

Sontu SBtam Cuarren, No 83 O E B
Hiar d Alestings the thint Monday In sach
miouth

L 0. 0. W
grsex Lopom, No 18 Mests svery Thars
duy cvening,
[toes Excamraext No. 4. Merts second
snd fotrth Tuesdays of each month,

G. A R.

Enastrs Nuck | oar, No TA  Meots sach
Fril.y va or before the full of the muon,

T w.

Faanrvs Aoeox, No.o 30, Dept of Vermont
Moots alternste Thursdays

PROBATE COURTS.

Probste Courts, within and for the Distrée
of Ewex, will be bolden until otherwise or
fered. as follows:

At the Proliste Office in Guildhall on the
M Tuesday of each month,

At West Concord oo the 1st Tuesdays of
Fanuary and Juiy,

At leland Poud on the 1st Tuesdays of
Fevruvry and August.

At Lunenburgh on the lst Tuesdays of
Murch and September.

At Canaan ot the 1st Tuesdays of April
smod Uctulier.

At Gallups Mills in Viclory on the st
Trewlay (n May,

At Bloomfield on the 1ast Tuesdays of June

and November.
C. E. BENTON, Judge.
Guildhall, December 1at, 1890,

BUSEYENS UAKDY.

7 M MANSUR,
ATTORNEY AT LAW,
And Solicitor in Chancery,

isiand Pond, Vermont,

” W. LUND

ATTORNEY AT LAW,

Hus'nesn by mall or utherwise promphly
attatilnd ta

A

HALE,

ATTORNEY AT LAW,

Luuenuurg, VL

\ LFRED R EVANS

ATTORNEY AT LAW,
AND NOTARY PUBLIC.
aver Pos. 0l s Gornaw, N H

Al Lsiness by ipall or othorwiss promptly
alteredeil &

Ol

l;.\li}i & MAY,

ATTORNEYS AT LAW,
Muln Htreat, oppsite Post Ofcs,
At. Julinsbury, V&

\ ELIE,

PHYSICIAN ad SURGEON,

Island Pond, Vt.
OfMce at residencs on Cross Streek

A woscorn
A.

PHYSICIAN AND SURGEON.

Office aver Bowker's Btore,
LUNENBURC:, -

I“ F. SORCILOSS, M D, D D B,
- ISLAND POND, VT.
OFFICE, ROUM 93, STEWART HOUSE

RreciatTies—Oporntive Dantistry, Ear
Aflections, Gyaescolugy, and Bkin Disenena.

Cimsultstion fes, ut ofllos, 50 conta, Cor-
rispoideioe of patients, by mail recelves
prompt attention. OfMos open night and day.

VT,

. JENICS,

"DENTIST.

JENIUS BLOUK, COATICOOK, . Q
At Faex Houw, Idand Pond, Vi, tls
fist Wedi paday in each month.

W. BTEVENS,

DEPUTY SHERIFF

tor Orlenus County. Office at J. B. Bwee
ney's, EasT CEARLESTON, VERMONT.

CIGARS.

BILLIARDS, POOL.

“.' W. CHENREY,

BARBER,

Island Pond House, Island Pond, Vt.

Hualr Cutting, Shaving, Shumrooln‘ and
Dyving, Cutting M and Children's Halr
aspecinity. Rogors thoroughly honed.

[} A\TRICK JUDGE,

BOOT AND SHOE MAKER,

Cross Btreet, Island Pond, V&

L7 All kinds of Repairing lons o » pest
anil substantial manngr

MELCHER - HOUSE,

CGROVETON, N H.

TIBBETTS & McNALLY, - Propristors.

Patrons conveysd to and from Station fres.
_F ey Htahle sonneot

MONADNOCK HOUSE,

COLEBROOK, N. M,
T. G. ROWAN, - PROPRIETOR.

Firat-alaas Livary conneoted with the House

Tuis Hute! ls ploasantly looated In one of
the moat flourishing villages in Northern
New Hampabire, and b ving beem thor-
oughly refurnished and rdll-:! offers great

House in fitted with stonm head

Inducemants to Bummer Tourista The
snd all modern soh venkeness

REY. DR. TALMAGE.

FHE BROOKLYN DIVINE'S SUN.
DAY SERMON.

-
SvsJecr: “Rovat Broon.”

Texy: “Eack o 1 .
of & king"—Sudge i 10 o Children

bensath tue throne of Guod, ssndiag up hee
soft, sweet volos of praiss, whils the stars
hll.'-n. and the et

No mother ever mors sweotly guarded the
sick eradle than all night lonz tamw pale
watclier of the s/ banis over the weary,
heartmiok, slumber.og sarth. Whoss Is this
black framed, hilack tasssled pietare of the
night! It is the beiricon of our family.

| Qur, the grandeur of the spring, theerys-

Zebah and Zulmunna had beeny off to |

and when they cam
askod what kind of yp-opl: ?h:‘ "tt::z ::;‘
Answered that the people n m)‘nl

Appearance; “‘ench one ressmbled the child-
ren of & king.” [ stand to-day before man
who have this appearance.  Indesd, they
are the sous and daughters of the Lord Al
mighty. Though now Iy oxiln, tli-y shall
Yot come to thoir thrones, There are family
Dames that stand for wealth or patriotism
or intelligence. Lhe pame of V ashingtan
ﬂll-:: patriotism, although soms of the blood
t race has beconss very thln in the inst
genoration. The family of Medici stood as
e T
amlly o o Rothsehilo i -
eant of wu]’th, the loss of f-#':; ¥ nl;lll’i:fml Et
dollars in 1848 putting them to no incon.
venjence; and within a fow Yoars they have
lonued Fusia twelve wmillions of dollars
Naples twenty-five millions, Austris forty
mditlons and England two hundred millions
and the stroke of their p«n on the countin.s
room desk shakes everything from the lrish
Sea to the Danube. er open their hand,
and 18 war, they shut it, aad thers e
peace. The house of Hopsburg in Austris,
g:umuuinl’?smn in England, the houswe of
0 in France were {amillos ¢
wjt!hority. amilles of Lmperial
utl come to preach of a family mors
potential, more rich and more uuimp
the royal house of Jesus, of whom the whols
family in hoaven and onearth is named, Wa
are b relations by the relationship of the
Cross; all of us are the children of the Kiug,
First, Ispeak of our family namg  When
we poa A desoendant of some one greatly ocel-
ebrated in the last century we look at him
with protound Interest. To have had con-
querors, kings or princes (u the ancestral
line give luster to the family name. o our
line was a King and a conqusror, The Star
in the East with baton of lignt woke up ths
eternal orchestra that wade music at His
birth, From thence He started [orth toeon.
quer all nations, not by tramping then
dowp, but by lifting them up, St Jobn saw
Him ona white borse., When He returns
He will not bring the nations chained to His
wheel or in iron cages; but | hear the stroke
of the hoofs of the suow white cavaloude
that bring them to the gates in triumph.
Qur family names tates luster rom the
star that heralded Him, and the spesr that
ierced Him, an i the crown that was given
im,
incense brought to His cradle, and the liliss
that flung ther sweetness into His sermons,
and the box of ninbaster that broke at His
feet. The comforter at Bataany, The re=
arrector at Nain, The suparostural oculist
at Bethaaida, The Baviour of one worll,
and the chiel joy of another. The storm His
frown. 1'he sunlight His salle.  The spring
morning His breath, The earthquaks tho
wtamp of His foot.  The thunder the walsper
of His voice. The ocean a drop on the up
of His Hoger, Heaven a sparkle on the
bosom of His love. Eteruity the twinkling
of His eve. Tho universs the flying dust of
His chariot wheels, Able to beal a heards
break, or hush a tempest, or drown n world,
or flood immeosity with His glory. What
other family naine could ever boast of such
an (llustrious personage®
Hencelorth, swing uut Lhe coat of arms!
Oreat tansitios wenr their coatof arms ontoe
dress, or on the door of the eoach, or on the
helmet when they ¥ to battle, or on flags
and ensigns. Toe hesaldicsign s sonetines
a lion, or & dragun, or an eagle, Uur tonat
of arms, worn right over the heart, herenf-
ter shiall bo o oross, & lam o standing under
it and a dove fying over it, Grrandest of nil
escutcheons! Most significant of all family
“ooats of arms.”  In every battle I must
bave itblaging on my Oag—the dove, the
cross, the lamuy, and whea [ fall wrap me in
shat good old Christian flyg, 80 that the fam.
ily coat of arms stiall be right over my breast,
that ail the world may se that Ilooked to
the aove of the spirit, and clung to the cross,
and depended upon the Lamb of God, wiicy
taketh away the sin of the world. .

Asbamed of Jesns—that dear (riend,
Un whom my bopes of iife depent:
No! when 1 binsn be this my shame—
That | no maora revers Ml name.

Next 1 speak of the family sorrows. It
trouble come to one member of the rnmnly,
all feel it. It is the custom, after tho body
is lowersd into the grave, for all tas rela-
tives to come to the verge of the grave and
Jook down into it. First those nencest tin

| come, then those next of kin, until

have all lookel into tb: grave So

whan troublo and grief go do wn through the

Leart of one member of tho family, they g0

down through them all. The sadn:ss of ouo
fs the sadness of nll,

A company of persons join hanls aroand
an electric battery; the two persons al the
ends of the line toucu the bat mrf. and all
the circle feels the shock., Thus, by reason

of the filial, maternal and patsrnal relations |

we stand o closo tog ther that when
ot:éliltb'l'a sots its battery all fesl the thrill of
distress. In the great Christian family the
sorrow of one ought to be the sorraw of all,
[s one persecuted! All .n:’ﬁ:-m*uud. Does
one suffer loss? We all suffer loss. Is one
bereaved? Wa are all bereaved.
Ir 1 peaming cyes together flow
T!':hnmm wf\ aid mortal woe,
ou rejoice at another’'s miafortuns
,olnfu{s mtl::ool the sheep, but on: of the
goats, and the vulture of sin hath alighted

o your soul, aod not the dove of the
nl.rl’l..

Next [ notice tho faciily property, After

a man of largn estato (dies tho relative: ns-
pomble to hear the witl rtn‘m-l. Bo muvl'.mf
the ty in willed to his sons, anl =
muc;i,';"t)apehrhyd.nughur-. and so much (o he
nevolent societies. Our Lord Jesus hath
disd, and we are assanbled to-day to hanr
the will read, He says “My peace I give
unto you." Through Hisa apostie Ho says,
“All” are yours” What! Everythina!
Yes, evarythiog! This world and the next
In distinguishing familiea thero are old pic-
turss banging on the wall  They are called
the *heirlooms” of the estate. Tuey are
very old, and have come down from geaera:
tion to genaration )
80 1 look upon all the boauties of the nat-
ural worid as the heirlooms of our royal
family, The rnnrulmf breaks {rom the east.
The mists travel up hill above hill, mountain
above mountain, until sky lost. I'he _l'uresgn
are full of chirp and buzx and song, Troes's
leaf and bird's wing flutter with gladnes.
Honey makers in the log, and beak sgainst
the bark, and squi chatlering on tua
rail, and the call of the hawk out ¢l o clear
sky make you feol glad. Tho sun, which
kindles conflagrations among the oastles of
slonds and sets minaret and dome aflamay,
stoops to paint the Ly whits, and the butter-

ellow, and the forget-me-not olue.
hat ean resist the sun? Light for the

over the deep! Ll htdl'lot Ith.alnlhrp-
rding the flocks al Aght lor
w‘“;hn ave no l[ampe to burn! Light

downoeast and the lowly! Light tor
:?hi‘:;'yn and burning brain, an | wastel
captivel Li ht for tha smooth brow of
childhood, and for the dim vision of thn
cotogenarian! Light for qua's coronak,
ALL AOF MW DG Jice s Ned szl Lot thore e
light! Whoso morning 14 this? My morn-
ing. Your morniug Our Fatier gave us
the ploture, and bung it oo thescy in loopa
of fire. 1t is the beirioom of our family.
And so the nigit. It 1a the full moon.
The mists from siore to shore gleam lks
shattered mirrors and the ocenn, under her
glance, comos up with great tides, panting
upon the beach, wiogling, as It were. foam
and fire, The poor min blassen God for
throwing sich & r.nm.ﬁ light throwzh the
broken window l;lmm fn his cabin, and to ths
siok i seoms ght fron ths otasr shora
whioh bounds this great deep of human pain
and wos, If thasun meamed liko n song full
and d from Dbrasen 1mlr::::nu that
ven and earth with groal rmonies,
B e is plaintive sud mild, standing

It gathers frazrancs from the frang-

tals of the snow, the coral of toe beach, the
odors of the garden, the harmoniss of the
nir.

You cannot ses a large estats in oue
morning. You must take several walks
around it. The family property of this roysl
house of Jesus is s0 groat that ws must take

| several walks to get any Llea of its exient

Lot the first walk ba ardoad this earth, All
these vallova, the harveasts taat wave in them
ANd Lo CALLUS LOAT PALLOre Lo n=—al iy
mountaing and the precious things hidden
beneath them, and the crowa o glacier thay
cast ab the Teet of thy Alpiue hurricwns —all
these lakes, theso lslan ls thssa continsnts,
are ours.  In the socon | walk go among the
streot lamps of heuven, and see strotching
off on every slde a wililerness of warlds, For
us they shune, For us they sangnata Save
lour's nativity, Foe as they will whesl fato
line aond with their faming torchss adl to
the splendor of our trinapa on the day for
which all other days were made

In the third walk go around the Eternal
City. As wo comie ncar it, hark to the rush
of ita chariots an |l the walling peal of its
groat towern, The bell of hoaven has struck
twelve, 1tis bigh noon. Walook ol upoa
the chap.ets which never fa lo, the eyes that
never weep, the te #s that naver close, the
loved ones that ¢ ¢ part, the procession
Lnat never it roiss COAL DeVer Witnar,
the walis toat uever can by caplurad. the
sun that never sets, until wo cat oo longer
gy, aod we bidy ousr eyos anl exclain,

‘Eye hatty tiot seen, noc ear beacd naither
have eotered into tho heart of man, the
things which Gol hath preparsd for themn
that love Him!" As thess tides of glory
rise we hava to retrent anl hold fast let we
L gwept off and drowned in the smotions of
gladness and thanksziving and triamph,

What think you of ths family proparty?
It s considerad an honor to wmarry into s
fawmily whorw thers is groat wealth, Lha
Lord, th bridegroom of earth and heaven,
offors you His heart and His banl, siyiug
in the words of the Canticles, “Riseup, My
Jove, My fair one, and cotne away,” anli
onee having put on tny hand the aiguet ring
of Hin love, you will be sndowed with all the

wealth of earth oud all the honors of heaven |

Almosat evary family looks back to anhones |

wtead—soma country place whers you grow
up,  You sat on thedoorsil,  You bimard tire

footstep of the rain on the garret roof. Yon
sWUng on the gate, You ransackel the
barn You wnilasd Into the broos. You
thra=oml the archarl for appes, and the
Laring WOk s for T anl
pverything around the okl Lompstead
is of interest to you, ltell you of the okd
homestaud of etarnity. In my Father |
houss ars inany mansions, When wa talk

of manstons wa think of Chatsworth and ite
park, nine miles 1n circumlerence, and it
conservAtory thal astonisges the workl: 4
gnlleries Of art, that contains the triumphy
of Chantrer, Canova sl Thorwaldsen; ol

thy kings amd thoe quaess who have waike
its stat+ly hals o fving over the heather,
have huots) tie geoes,  But all the dwell

ing plac= of 4% i21™
Ay as OO LD Cae Taimdy matsion tans is
alremdy await ng on our arrival, The han
of thir Lord Jesus (7t o] the pillars sud swun »
the doors nnd piantsl the parke.  Ansely
walk tipe all ages. The
tnat house 8 a mulliomairs,
A kinz, nod the tamest

1°es an'l adsend

e the wols of
Poorest ok in

nnl tue Jowljeas
word Lt ipe

ks o an anthse and the sbort

veEy b | for Chintawardly

wonderful Aower, Vir

*an diamater Hut aur

\ aatbaesl no shelter tron

Clos Bilmwl, ok any 20 apsn anedsge of Gl

did pot focth ats ful oo, and sl henvat
nidfdl Oonm (o oo atat, and its ara |
It ms Lougn the coordbim had swan z befors
the thrones thoussnd e . I have hot
sty 18 wer. L wn in A log But my
Father is waitin = 1oz s ta eome homs, |
nave brothers and thurs, [ the
Bilie Lnave atoew from there, tolling me
what  floe placs it (s, [t woattars not much
to e wiother Lam rich or poor, or whethes
the worll hatss mqs or loves me, or whethop
I g by land or by a'm, If only | say Lt my
eyes ot laat o thy fanily mandon

It iw oot & frasl houss, buidt in & month,
s o eramble, it an obl mansion which
I s Hrm ons Lhe day it was Balit, [ts walls are
grown with the ivy of miany ages, anl tue
uris at the gateway are abloon with the
witury plants of etermity, The Queen of
Steta nath walke 1 its hails, and Esthor an i
Maris Antoinette and Lady Hantingdon and
Cecll nnd Jeremy Favhn and Namusl Ruth
arford and Johin Milton, and the widaw wh
Zave two mites, and the poor men from the
Jpisl—=theso lnst two porbaps outahining
all the kings and quesns of eternity

A tminily nians o0 means réunkn, Soms
f }'Hl'r Inillies are Yery much N"::Ffﬁtl
I'he culldeon mardiel, and weat off 10 5t
Lonis or Chicazy or Charleston; pub per
NAPS OUGG A VRAT YOI cone together al Las
old plaes.  How you wake up the ol piano
that hias Heon silout for years' (Fatber and
mother do not play in i) How you bring
sut ths old relies, and rommaze the par.
ret, and opsn old scrapboo s, and shout and
laugh snd cry mod talik over old times, o,
though you may be torty-five years of sae,
ot ms thoush o wers sixtean] Y
won it s poodbys at the car window, and
goodbye ut the steamboat wharl,  Hut how
will wo act at the reunion in the old family
mansion of heaven® 1t is s good whils sinoe
you parted at the door of the grave. Thers
will ba tiraon anl Mary sud Martha and

tartie and Lizzie and all the darlings of
gour househod—not pals and siek and gasp-
g for breath, as when you saw tham inst,
hut ths eye bright with the luiter of heaven,
an1 the chisek rosoata with tha flush of celes
tial suomr,

What clasping of hands! What em
bracings! What coming together of lip to
lip! What tears of joy! You sy, *l
thouzht thero wers no tears in heaven."
Thero must be, for the Hible says that “Uod
shail wipe them away:" anid if thers werd no
tears there, how ocoubl He wipe them away?
Thes eannot be taars of grinf or taares of dis-
appolntment.  They must bo tears aof gin |-
ness. Uhrist willeoms anl say: “What!
child of heaven, is it too much for thee!
Dost thou break down ander the gladness of
tois renuion?  Then I will belp thee"  And,
with His ona arm around us and ths other
aros around our (oved one, e shall hobif we
up in the eternal jublles.

N

and

Hisl frs

Wnitls L speax, some of you, with bro<an
hearts, ean hardly hold your psace,  You
feel ax if you woukl spsak out and say: “Oh,
biessed diy [ spesd on, Towarl thoe [ press
with blistered fest overthe das:rt way., My
eyes fall fur their weeping. 1 faint from
I{stening tor feat that will nok eomy nail the
sound of voloss that will not sosik.  Spaad
om, ok, day of reunlon!  And then, Lord
Jests, bo not angry with me i after | have
just once lkuwsed Thy blesssd fost [ turn
around to gather up tho long loar treasnras
of my heart, O, be not mangry with me!
Doe 1004 at Thee were heaven. But all these
reutions are heaveén encircling heaven,
heaven overtopping heavan, heaven com-
mingling with heaven!”

1 was at Mount Vernon and went into th
dining-room in whicn onr first Peasident ea-
tortauno | the prominent wmm of this and
other lande, 1t was & very intoraitingspot,
But oby, the banqueting ball of tae fa uily
mansion of whien [ spakl Bpread the ta-
ble; wpread it wide, for & great multituds
are 10 sit atit. From the Treo by tue River
gather ths twol¥o manner of fruits for that
tabie, Take the clusters from the
heavenly vineyards and pres  then
into the golden tankards for that
table, Un baskets carry in the bread of
whicl, if inan ear, he shall never hunger.
Take all the shot-torn flags of earthly con-
quest and eptwine them among tho arched
Lt David come with lis barp, and Gabris!
with his trumpet, and Miriam with the
timurel, for the prodigals are at home, and
tho captives are free, and the Father Lath
invi the mighty of heaven and the re-
deomed of .mf to come and dine,

" T CHAISTMAS BELLS.
|

Ring lomd! Ring long!

| Exultant Cbristias bells!

Nonote peals 2'sr too high for Him
Wheose natal morn

AngsHe cholr and tunsful wraphim
The waning year still tells,
To burdensd souin forlorn,
Ring lound! Rng long!

Ye merry Christroas bells,
[ Ring loud! Ring leog!

Ring low! Pray strong,

Low-lying. mourning hearts,
God's wall-loved poor! By day, by night,
Muta lips, give prals.
| He kmows thy direst need! know thou His
might
From Bounty's lavish hand, I
In Plenty's garnered maies,
Pray low! Pray strong!
Christs longing, patisnt anms,
Pray low!

FPray strong?

Moan now, moan now
No more!

On wasting concl

Gaunt speoters, tosing to and fro,
“Elleson,” ery!

| Christ the Consuler comes to smooth

| brow,

| To light thy darkoned sdy,

To calm all surthly wos,

Moan now, moan now

thy

No maore! Christ stills both heart

And wioan, and moan,

Ring loud! Ring lonz,
O strong-toned, Christrmas bells]
For all—thae rich, the wise, the poor,
Your welcome swells—
Ring long for Ubarity's wide opon door!
Ring loud—a stainless name!
Ring long for Truth's bright score!
Ring loud! Ring lung, |
Lite's hopeful, Christmas bolls, |
Ring loud! Hing long! l
=R

T. Greener,

Martin's Christmas Gift. l

| Y MELEN FORREST GRAVES, .
A gray Decomber twilight: the leal-
«es8 woods bail hidden in the whirling
slouds of snow that had begun to futter
| through the chill sir us the sun went
lown; 1 melancholy wind sighing sadly
lown the valley, where rocky hills rose
p on each side of the steely gleaming
fiver, and the red light from
Farmer Carey's kitchen window seemed
‘0 brighten up the somber seene. For
the great log fire that biazed (o the
| sheery throat of the buge stone chimaey
was suflicient of itsell to light up the
gloomiest winter gloaming that ever |
slosed over the bleak New Eogland ‘:

bills.

It wnsa lavge,

only

low room, with newly
whitewashed walls, aud solid waiuscot-
ing extendiog half way up to the ceiling;
A ronm

with small

| which H“L”_\-’ distorted

paned windows,
eV I'_\'lilirlg you
| looked at through thelr medium, apd
shairs and tables which were evidently
maoufactured in the days when wood
was chieap, uod people dida’t mind o
little extru bulk to liftaround, A bLright-
itriped myg carpet covered the floor, sad
the shielves of the wooden cupboard  be.
yood the chimney were decorsted with |
| Iayers of fanciful
livers

newspupers, cut in

while Anil

tin

shells and scollops,
sundry dmplements of  gleaming
flashed  back
fire like s0

L]
hung on the

brightoess of

w .1”1,
the

the
many

vyes.

on a round piue stand the fat tallow

| 80 easily na did her more

| Deacon

| that night that ever illuminated
*Well ™ saidd Mrs. Carey, seltiog down | quiet old farm house.

to, and I don't see how on arth we're to "‘Yn._bu; Ffol!\he- me lt'.l_o;al} my mu{é h“:lr-ed_me_aaa friends if it

make her anyways comfortable. We
bain't wo velvet carpets, nor silk sofys,
like they have to hier uncle's, and I don’t
know what should send her here.”
“"Because wants to see us, |
a'pose,” observed Stephen, composedly.
““There, there, wife, don't fret, Bload
is thicker than water, and she's our fos.
ter cousin, you know. It'll make it
pleasant for Martin, whea he comes.”

she

But M. Carey could not take matters
phlegmatic
spouse,

“I didn’t put no lcin' on that eake,”
she fretted, ‘and there wasu't a raisin
left tor tho pies, arter I'd mixed up the
puddin’, T might have seat for some by
Beardsley’s boys, il 1'd  only
And then the floor
in the froot bedroom—1I bain't no carpet

koowned in time.

| for it, nnd—"

‘O, bother the earpet, mother, It

: I Vivia can't put up with what we've got,

she must go elsewhere; but 1'll risk her.

| Where's the paper?”

The snow lay white and pure, like
ridges of pearl, over all the fallen
and unsightly stone walls,
solemn old cedar trees and turning the
to cathedrml
dazzling marble and alabaster,
Farmer Carey's old box-sleigh, cosily
lined with buffalo robes, jingled up to
the door, just about dusk, and Vivia
Grey mo into the Kitchen, like a little
fur-robed fairy, to Mrs. Carey's oo small

logs

wooda arches carved

when

| astonishment,

HE 1 SOowW "

YTuRuE

terrible
about this city visitaut, after all—a deli-

There was nothing so very
cate @irl it blue merino dress, and gold |
brown hair fallivg in'a rippled cloud about
lier oval face—a girl whose shy brown
cyes looked at you as pleading for love,
anid whose mouth was as pert and lovely
as & roscbwd!  Mrs. Carey threw off her
wrappings in front of the huge fireplace. |

“We've got a fire in the froot room,”
hegan Mry. Carcy, but Viwia did not
allow her to finish the seatence.

*0On, mnever mind the froot room," |
she said, conxingly, **it's so bright and
You'll let me |
stay, won't youl" |

And Vivia had her way.

Bhe was the brightest little sunbeam
the
At lenst w0
thought Farmer Carey and his wife, as

snuyg and cheery here.

vandle she had just lighted, ns her hus.  Viyia ray about, helping to clear sway

band came 1n, shaking the light snow | the tuble, and sweeping up the hearth

from his pepper-and-salt-covered

ount.

‘ “Well,” answered  Steplien  Carey,

composedly, “it's n:goin’ to spow all | bright hair to shimmering gold sod mir-

night like furiation, an’ the wind's set-

tin' round to the east, and if it hada't 8’  hazel oyes,

been for them mulllers
month, my ears would

‘ knit
\ froze off my head.”

you last !
ha'

They were o curiously  contrast-
couple.
with black cyes,
and a quick, Huttering way with
ber, like s bird; while he was tall,

and slow, and ponderous, with leather-

ing

colored, bright

larly happy couple all their lives loug.
+Did you get any lottersi"
“Yes"
“From Martin"
t‘No, nol from Martin,
lo have company to Christmas.
Grey is coming to-morrow night.”

Yivia

| sors of spasmodic despair, \

Ib.

figr 98K TO MRS, CAREY'S sipe."

sFor the land's enke!” was her ex-
elamation (which Stephen Carey face-
tiously termed‘'mother's swear!”) *'what
we we goin' to do with Vivia Grey? We
hnin't nothin' like what she's been used

_ over ! qnd wiping the dishes ns deltly as if sho
| coat, as if he intended to have a good | had been brought up to thatrade, aod
storm within doors, on his own ac- floally settling down on » little cricket |

close to Mre. Carey's side, whore cvery
gleam of the blazing fire turned her

rored itself in the limpid depths of ber |

“It's a little dull for you to night, my

been clewn | doar,” said the iarmer,glanciog lovingly

ot her, as he smoked  his evening pipe,
fhut Martin will be

here to.morrow

Bhe, 10ty and fresh- | pight, to spend Christmas.  That's your | was in the wrong. Boing made aware

cousin, my dear."
“My Cousin Martin
softly.
“You'll like him,

repeated Vivia,

I'm sure—he's as

brown akin, snd ac expressionless, fos- | fine a fellow as ever breathed, if ho is| sphere. I have always snid that I would
silized face. Yet they had been a singu- | my son,” went on the old man.

—now thisis & great secret, my girl, ro.
guesi likely Martin
means to surprise me with it, for I ouly
heard on it through Descon Beardsley's

member—and [

We're goin' | daughter-in-law, who came up lust week

—1 shouldn't wonder it Martin should
bring & wife here, one of these days, to

| Mrs. Carey elevated both hands io 8 | get the old folks' blessing!"

The Inrmer's face was radiant as he
spoke. Vivia listened with her fuir head
slightly turned.

“Would you hike itl"”

“Like it! I guess we should!"

“fut you might not find his bride—"

“My Martin would never bring home
a bride that we shouldn't love—of that
I'm sartin,” aosawered the old farmer,
conclusively.

“Unecle Carey," said Vivia, earnestly,
siwill you promise me one thingf”

“Half & dosen, if you choose.”

Vivia laughed.

] shall be satisfied with one. Prom-
ise me that you will not tell your son I
am here, He—he may be vexed to
think that the quiet of his home Christ-
mus ahould be disturbed by the presence
of u stranger."”

* "Tajnt like Martin to feel so. He'll

make you as welcome as fowers in May."

Innging the |

|
o |

And |

whim "

badn't been for the money she's fall

And she looked so pleadingly into | heir tol™

Farmer Carey’s eyes that he could not
but promise.

“[ do, father."

“There, 1 swow!" ecried Farmer

The orange sunset of Christmas Eve | Carey, brandishing his whip-handle.

streamed athwart the sunny flelds like a I

"“'Tain't doin’ justice to her to let this

bescon of promise —the woods, all hung | consarned money part you both| Martin,

| with wsilver.pearled icicles, shone and
| glitteredl  like enchanted paisces,
Farmer Carey drove up to the old red
store at the eross-roads when the dally
stage from the nearest railroad station
discharged its human freight, nod peered
over the fur wruppiugs with which the
eareful bands ol his wife and Vieis had
completoly muffled him, i
+There he i3 now, walkio' up and |
down, with his haods ia his pockets,"
cried the farmer, his brown face light.
ing up at the sight of his only son.
‘‘Martin! Martin, my lad! Why 1 do
believe old Whiteface knows him!"
Aud the vext moment Martin Carey
was seated beside his [ather

in the box
sleigh, choerily answering the torrent of

questions which the eld man cagerly
poured forth.
“And mother is well?" he asked,

when he could get a chance to speak.
**Yes, and—"
But here Farmer Carey bethought
himself of his promise to brown.eyed
| little Vivia, snd awkwardly turned the [

current of his words.
““And she'll be glad to see you, my

boy! DBut, Martio, you don’t look aas
hearty as you did last September.  You
are pale!'

“Am 11"

The young man was evidently a little
emburrassed,
i P-.lr'[ll'fr
| aghast.

*“There's nothing wrong,
| You haven't been getting in acbtl  Be.
cause If you have, my boy, we aren't
rich folks, but there is the farm, and if
s mortgage, or—"

“*Nay, vay, father," answered Martin,
pressing the old man's hand and gather-

Carey reins

dropped the

Martin!

ing up the reios with a sad smile; *'I|
sm in oo such difficulty as that; thank |
you all the same. Nor did I mean to‘
cuist o shadow over your quiet life with
the reflection of But |
since you have questioned me, 1 will|
confide in you frealy. [ have fallen in
love.™

“That's nothing to look sad about,
HWhy, it's what
I did mysell, son Martin!"
1t was & pleasant, bricf dream, fath- |
WAS 800D

my own SOTTOwWS,.

"

the farmer answered.

er,” went on Martin, **but it
over. ['m only a workingman, father, |
with just encugh to live on—"" |

vA workingmsn!" broke in Stephen |
Carey. “‘And what of that? Ain't they |
tlie bone and sinew of the- landl  Why,
boy, you ought to be proud of the
title!" [

\

o

N >
HWALKED TO THE VILLAGE cHURem.” |

*Hear me ous, father. I loved a girl
who would grace the home of any man,
and 1 had reason to believe that she re-
turned my love. A triling difference
somehow made a coolness between us. |

that I had misjudged her, I was about
to sesk n reconciliation, when I learned
that she had fallen heiress to s fortune
which lifted her far above my humble

vever marry o heiress,  Still less would
| [ Iny mysell open to misconception now,
| when the world would say that bor
| wealth alone bronght about our recon-
ciliation. 1 shall never see her again.”

‘iBut, Martin—"'

1+0h, {atber, I am very miserable

Ooe moment Martin Carey's head
drooped on the kindly shoulder of the
old man; then he straightened up again,
erect and stately a8 a young pine tree.

:“

“If you please, sir, you will not speak

of itagain, Let it die into the past.
| You would have liked her, I thjnk, Bhe
is & distant relation of mothe™s family."

UTwan't Ruth Aon Wileox, who went
to York, teachin' school last fall?"

U No, sir; it was not Ruth Ann Wil
cox."

And with this Mr. Carey was forced
to be contented. Evideatly, Martin did
uot like to be questioned; so, in bis in-
most mind, the old man eame to the con-
clusion that it must have been “*Descon
'Biah Parson’s step-daughter, that was
half-sister to mother's cousin, Job All-
ways."”

"

boy, think twice about it."

“[ have thought, sir, and my mind
is unalterably decided. Could I bear to
be called a fortune-hunter! Father, say
no more; it only re-opens the old
wounds, and, although [ feel your kind-
oess from the bottom of my heart, in-
deed, indeed, it can do us no good.”

From the uncurtained windows the
red firelight atreamed out across the
guthering darkness of the fast-closing
night, as the sleigh drew tiogling up in
front of the door, and Martin Carey
spraog out.

His inother was at the door to receive
him in true motherly fashion, and the
next instant be entersd the cheery old
kitchen, whose walls were all festooned
with wreaths of hemlock, ivy, and shin-
ing laurel leaves, woven in with glowing
searlet berries.

“Why, mother!" he cried, *'this is a
genume Christmes  decoration | Whe
would bave dreamed of there being so
much skill left in your fingers."

«“Tain't me!" eried Mrs. Carey, look:
ing triumphantly rouad. “Dear me! [
pever could ha' twisted the thiogs to-
gether so cunningly—it wus Vivia."

“Vivial”

Martin Carey's handsome Greck face
grew pale as marble, as be repeated the
word, At the same moment = light,
graceful little figure glided into the
room, and came to his side.

“Yes, Martin, it was I.  You'll let me
wish you a merry Christmas, won't youl
And, Martin—"

SWell?”

She stole her little hand softly Into
his.

“['ve got & Christmas gift for you, i
you will accept it—muyself."

“Vivis—stop a minu‘e, Vivia!" he ex-
claimed, *‘'Is this a dream, or are you
really standing here under the shadow of
the old rool-tree, lifting the weight from
my heart! Vivia, my love, my dar-
ling—"

“Your wife," she interposed, gently.
0h, Martin, would you have allowed a
barrier of gold to separate usi Heiress
though I am, I should have been the
poorest woman in all Christendom il I
had lost your love. And you need never
fear the world's careless imputation of
being & fortune-bunter. You did not
come after me; I came after you."

And when Mrs, Carey came in, with
the best damask table cloth on her arm,
Martin and Vivia were still staadiog in
front of the fireplace, mpt in one
another's low, carcasing words, the old
Indy stopped short.

‘' Martin—I didn't know-—"'

“But I know, mother!" cried out the
genial voice of the farmer, close behiad
her. ‘‘Martin, say, lad, 1t's ail right st
last. Mother, we're goin’ to have a dear
little daughter, and ber name iz Viria
Grey!"

And when the clear, cold light of the
blessed Christmas Day dawned radiantly
over the glistening, snow-covered earth,
and the red fingers of sunset wrote across
the orieat sky the sweet old words,
“‘Peace on earth, goodwill to msa,"
Martin Carey walked with Vivia to the
village church, and there receiveld the
sweetest Christmas gift that earth could
have in store for him.

He had married an heiress in spite of
all his protestations—and that is the sad

of most men's resolutions.

Chirisimas Bells.

O happy belis! through coming years
We hear, in your glad sending,

The messago still of peacs, good will—
All jarring discords blending.

O hells of God! ring on, our souls
To grander action nerving,
Till all our days are Christmas days
OI liviag and of serving.
—Caroline A. Dugan,

They Were Agreed.

What kind of a neck-tie do you like
best, Maurice!” asked Gertrude with
thoughta of Christmas.

*I like = hsadsome bow as well
anything, don't you?”

| *But, Martin,” he ventured to say,
after they had skimmoed along over the
hard, frozen ground for some minutes in
silence, *'do you believe you young folks

“0h, I just do!" said Gertle, with
movement that was almost a sauggle;
and Maurice never felt so well satisfied

with his personal appearance as he did
at that moment.




